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his bosses at the factory. He always called his wife
a bitch.
"Here, can't you see my pants are ripped, yoit bitch?"
When his son Pavel was fourteen years old, he once
attempted to grab him by the hair. Pavel picked up a
heavy hammer and said curtly:
"Hand's off!"
"What's that?" asked his father, gliding towards his
tall slender son as the shadow of a cloud glides towards
a birch tree.
"I've had enough," said Pavel. "I won't take any more."
And he raised the hammer.
His father gave him one look and hid his hairy hands
behind his back.
"All right,** he said with a short laugh; then, with a
deep sigh: "You're a son of a bitch all right."
Shortly after that he said to his wife:
"Don't ask me for any more money. Pavel'll feed you
from now on."
"And you'll drink up all your wages, I suppose?" she
dared to retort.
"That's none of your business, you bitch! I'll go get
myself a girl if I like!"
He did not get himself a girl, but from that time on
until his death, nearly two years later, he took no notice
of his son and never spoke to him.
He had a dog as big and shaggy as himself. It followed
him to the factory every morning and waited for him at
the gate every evening. Vlassov spent his holidays going
from one tavern to another. He went without speaking,
searching people's faces as though looking for someone.
And the dog trailed its bushy tail after its master all day
long. When Vlassov came home drunk, he would sit down
to supper and feed the dog from his own bowl. He never
cursed it or beat it, but he never fondled it either. After
supper he would throw the dishes on thfc Ooor if his wife
were slow in clearing the table; then he would place a
bottle of vodka in front of him, lean his back against the

